THE     FUGITIVE               795
swung her arms violently, like a man. Her broad,
heavily pockmarked face was expressive of angry determi-
nation, her large, thick, pouting lips were continually
twisted in a contemptuous sneer. Pointing her swollen red
hand in the direction of Fomin, who was sitting stonily in
his saddle, she seemed almost to spit out the venemous
words :
" What are you causing trouble here for ? Where do you
want to drive our cossacks to, into what hole ? Hasn't this
accursed war widowed enough of our women ? Hasn't it
orphaned enough of our children ? Are you calling down
new woes on our heads ? And who is this Tsar-liberator
that's turned up from the village of Rubiezhin ? You should
put your own house in order, and make an end to your own
ruin, and then you could teach us how to live and what
regime to accept and what not ? For in your own home
your own wife can't get free of the collar, we know that
very well! But you've fluffed up your moustache and are
riding about on a horse, upsetting the people. Yet on your
own farm, if the wind didn't hold your hut up it would
have fallen down long ago. A fine teacher you are ! What
are you silent for, you ginger-nob ? Is it lies I'm telling ? "
A quiet laugh ran through the crowd. It rustled like a
wind, and died away. Fomin's left hand, lying on the
saddle-bow, slowly fingered the reins; his face darkened
with restrained anger. But he remained silent, trying to
think of a dignified way out of his awkward position.
" And what is this government of yours, that you call
on us to support it ? " the widow continued energetically,
working herself up into a rage.
She put her arms akimbo and slowly made towards
Fomin, swinging her broad haunches. The crowd opened a
way for her, hiding their smiles, drooping their laughing
eyes. They cleared a ring as though for a dance, jostling
one another.
" Your regime won't remain one moment on the earth
after you've gone," the widow said in her low, deep voice.
" It drags after you, and never lives more than an hour in
any one spot. ' To-day on your horse, and to-morrow on
your belly in the mud,' that's who you are, and your regime's
the same."
Fomin violently kicked his heels into his horse's sides,